KABLOONA
bait. They would blow off the trap, and I would run after
them to put them back where they belonged. I knew well
enough that I was playing the fool, but I was stubborn, and I
hummed a tune to let myself know that I was perfectly sure of
being able to look after myself. I did turn back, though, and I
came finally in sight of the cairn that marked my first trap. By
this time the blow was stiff, I was worried, and I had stopped
humming. I couldn't fool myself any longer. There was no
comfort in this situation. I was fidgety, exasperated; and
wherever I looked I saw snow-filled space and nothing else. I
started to run, stumbled, panted as I ran, and then fell heavily,
as if I had been tripped up. By the time I was on my feet again
things looked really bad.
I got as far as the cairn and drew breath. Ahead of me, in
the direction of the Post, was a bare patch of rock, and with my
eyes riveted on it I went forward. I knew that if I took my eyes
off it I should never in my life see it again. The thought
bothered me. It is absurd, I said to myself, that a man's life
should hang on a thing like this, on keeping his eyes glued to
a black dot in a grey doth. But I was less than half a mile from
the Post, I knew where I was going, and in ten minutes all
danger would be behind me.
It was ahead of me. Suddenly the snow was whirling round
me, encircling me, and the whole landscape vanished.
I shouldn't have started to run. Running is the worst thing
a man can do. It makes him perspire, and when he stops he
freezes. But I ran nevertheless. I said to myself that my life
was a matter of seconds, that each second was priceless, and
that if I did not reach my objective immediately I was gone.
I ran back where I had come from. This is how men get lost,
for they always arrive at a different point from that which they
are running to. They think they have spotted a landmark. It is
on the right. But it is not on the right; it is not on the left; it
is nowhere. Then they go round and round in a circle, out of
breath. Damn! There goes a glove! And it means that the
hand —under an axe —will follow the glove. They stop, try

